THE    POST
blown up, cracked and clotted like a half-grilled sausage, his
tattered rags and unwashed person filling the air with the
rancid odour of stale caribou, that pungent smell that no
Eskimo is without. He was sick, and he was miserable.
Paddy took a look at the pus-filled lip.
'Blood-poisoning/ he said, and he brought out a medical
handbook from which it appeared that hot compresses were the
only remedy we could apply.
Tutiak sat meanwhile slumped over in a chair. His eyes were
half shut; he was groggy, dazed with fever; and though he
moaned from time to time, even I could see that nothing in this
man was making the slightest struggle against the spread of the
infection. In his ragged attige, his clotted hair hanging limp
over the unresisting features, his slack and shapeless body, I saw
the despair of a hunter who had given up the chase. What had
happened to him was a mystery to him, and this mystery por-
tended the slow invasion of a death he would not fight against.
I stood in the presence of a man out of whom the instinct of
self-preservation had fled. The phagocytes in his blood that
were fighting to keep him alive received no encouragement from
his soul; the army, so to speak, were fighting without their
general. Even after Paddy and I had spent four or five hours a
day for several days changing hot compresses every few minutes,
feeding the old man bouillon to keep him going, cleaning out
the infection as best we could, his despondency continued, his
mood grew blacker, his surrender more complete. Finally the
swelling went down, the lip was drying and healing, and still
there was no change in his state of mind.
In the middle of the night, his wife sent their little girl to
fetch us to the shack in which they were housed — the season
was autumn and the snow had not yet come. He lay on a
caribou skin on the ground, raving and muttering incoherently,
and his wife explained that it was because he was not allowed
to go off to join the others. (We had told him he must stay at
the Post.) He did not want to die at the Post. He wanted to die
in camp, with his own people. His lip was clean and a scar had

